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Dream 
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an avenged sevenfold fanfiction ft. jimmy "the rev" sullivan [rip] x brian "synyster" haner 
rated m for smut and reference to death Ẹ alcohol use 


The guitarist wasn't sure when he had fallen asleep-but he had. And dozing on the couch wasn't exactly the 
best idea. The television still flickered on and a groggy hand reached out for the remote only to find another 
hand grabbed it up first. Woah. What? Who else was here. Blinking, he shifted on the couch and looked behind 
him, before flailing a bit and nearly falling off the bed. No way. No fucking way. How drunk was he that he was 
seeing shit, he tried to figure out, looking for empty bottles of Absinthe or something because man he had to 


be fucked up cause he swore he even felt his hallucination. 


"No man, no. Dude. No way," he said, blinking as he rubbed his eyes (smearing some eyeliner around-fuck you, 


nothing wrong with a guy wearing eyeliner-but it wasn't much worse than sleeping in it, anyway. Because the 


sleepy face that looked back at him, dyed black hair ever so slightly askew, and the strong muscular arms 
that had been around him were that of long time friend, Jimmy. Who died. Years ago. Which was exactly why 


Syn looked like he'd seen a goddamned ghost-as far as he was concerned, he had. "How fucking fucked up am 
le" 


That was when he heard the voice. The voice he'd only heard in recordings for like, three years. (Had it been 
three years? He didn’t really count the time. Maybe he'd forced himself to go numb to it. Whatever the case, 
it had been a long, long while. Longer, probably, than he wanted to admit but The Rev was dead. He was dead 


and he had no idea what a dead man was doing laying on his couch and turning off his television. 


"Stop making so much noise, you drunk," said that voice. A dead man certainly had not business laying on his 
couch, turning off his television, and then telling him to shut up and calling him a drunk. But his mouth just- 
hung open. There was no way in the damn world he could respond to a dead man laying on his couch and telling 
him to stop making a racket and calling him a drunk. There was no gasket in his brain that wasn't sending off a 


misfire right now and he couldn't make them work. For good reason. 


There was a dead man laying on his couch who had just turned off his television and had been spooning him, 
and then the dead man told him to shut up. He wasn't sure what the normal response to that was but he was 
pretty sure there wasn't a normal response, god damnit. So when Rev just casually rolled over-you know, like 
he wasn't dead-Syn scooped himself up off the floor, readjusting his clothing. He'd fallen asleep in jeans again 
Yeah, he must have been pretty damn plastered. He never slept in jeans. Or clothes. Naked was how he usually 
slept. 


Then he managed to muster up the ability to speak, opening his mouth though no words came out immediately. 
".. What the fuck are you doing here, man?" 


"Not sleeping," he heard the other respond. Typical Rev. Okay, so maybe death didn't change a person. And it 
took him a decent bit of time to scoop his jaw back up off the floor and speak again, looking at the (naked) 
back that was turned to him. The other was in pants, he knew that much, or.. well he would have known 
something, if he wasn't in pants. He hoped. Assumed, at least. It would be a bit weird to wake up next to a dead 
guy with no pants. As if waking up next to a dead guy wasn't already weird. Waking up to pantsless dead guy? 
Forget about it. 


Once he felt the ability to talk return, he blinked. "Dude, you're dead." 
"Dude, you're drunk. Go back to sleep." 


Wait, there was no way. No way. This was a dream. Or something. So he pinched himself, wincing because it 


hurt. Well, fuck. Okay. It wasn't a dream. Maybe Jimmy dying had been a dream. Maybe-- 


"Brian, dude. How long are you going to stand there?" he heard the drummer ask, sitting up and pulling his 
pajama pants up a bit (phew-no pantsless dead|?] guy), before standing. All while Syn just stared, stared as he 
moved towards the bedroom of the guitarist's apartment before looking over his shoulder with a raised 


eyebrow. "Uh. Syn? Hello?" came that all too familiar voice. "Man, I'm going to bed. It's like three in the 


morning..." 


Finally, not sure what was going on or what possessed him, he moved forward and grabbed Rev around the 
waist, pulling him back into a hug and resting his head between his shoulder blades. He didn't really relax until 
he felt the hands of the drummer—calloused as drummer hands usually were-over his own. "Dude. C'mon. I'm 


tired." 
"No, man, just.. just.. give me a minute. What.. how? How are you here?" 


| came to see you," he heard the male say. A very cryptic answer but you know, he would take it. He really 
didn't want to poke into the details. It was just nice to see him, to hear his voice, to be close to him again. So 
when they ended up in his bed, it was fine. Hell, it wasn't like they hadn't spooned before. Total bromo. They 
had been friends for fuck knows how long and it just kind of came with the territory, not that Matt didn't 
occasionally give them shit for it, but the Shad-man really needed to get his head out of his ass sometimes. 
"But you were asleep when | got here so | let myself in” 


Nevermind the door was locked. Rev probably knew where the extra key was. 


There was a moment of silence before he heaved a heavy sigh, looking at the drummer whose brow arched up 


at the reaction. "What?" 


| missed you," managed the guitarist, headbutting playfully the chest of the drummer who gave a mock ‘oof. 
He knew that hadn't hurt. The Rev was a tank So they both kinda laughed it off as Syn's head came to rest 
against the broad chest that was bare. He was still in jeans. Whoops. Oh well. That way he wouldn't have to get 


dressed in the morning. "Like, woah dude. You should come visit more often" 


A shrug. "Can't promise, man." which made the guitarists heart sink a bit but-he still wasn't sure what the 
fuck was going on. Dead guy. Cuddling a dead guy, but he didn't feel dead. No, he felt fully alive, warm to the 
touch, all that. A deep breath was taken before he pushed up, causing that brow to stay raised until he leaned 
down a bit, kissing the drummer who lay flat on his back Yeah, they'd had a relationship before. It was one of 
those physical, no homo things, as far as they were concerned. IT wasn't like they were dating, they were just 
fucking. Groupies got old but friendship had benefits. So. Friends with benefits. Yeah. Syn could count on one 
hand the number of times they'd gone much further than a blowjob, but still 


The hand on his shoulder made him back off a bit before he felt the hands curling into skin and saw that bit 
of a glint in the eyes of Jimmy. And within about three seconds, he was the one on his back, ever so slightly 
breathless, the shirtless drummer above him with a nonchalant and yet victorious look on his face. 


"Pinned you," came the statement he'd heard all too many time before. Yeah, yeah. Syn and Rev had been here 
before, even in nonsexual, totally innocuous way when they were play fighting as children. The guitarist used 


his elbows to push up and kiss him, grinning a bit. 


Maybe it had been a bit more than bromo. 


When the slightly shorter male went to pull away he was denied that ability, the Rev coming down with him, 
their lips locked in a battle for dominance (that, really, they both knew that Jimmy would end up winning but, it 
was nice to try at least). Soon enough hips pushed against hips and the kiss was broken as Syr's head tilted 
back, one hand between the shoulder blades of the more muscular man, nails curling in as he let out a 
weighted breath between his teeth. Well, he had just woken up. Morning wood was pretty indiscriminate, after 
all. And it hadn't really had time to go back down. Fuckin’ morning wood. At least it turned down the dial for 
foreplay (not that he really disliked foreplay, but, well. He was already pretty wound up). Though when he 
heard the chuckle, he felt his entire body shiver just a bit. Oh, fuck 


"Jimmy," he said, that hand moving up to grip the shorter hair on the back of the drummer's head. Short, but 
still enough to firmly grab onto. His own hips lifted off the bed just a bit, body as pressed against the 
drummers as he could imagine, lips opened to heavy breath as he felt lips on his neck. Fuck, fuck, fuck. He felt 


like he hadn't fucked in years. When, well. He had-but not with Rev. It was always different with him. There 
was just a bond there that nobody could replicate. 


Yeah. It was a bit more than bromance. 


The drummer wasn't one to talk much during sex. His body did the talking and it had a more beautiful voice 


than any Syn had ever heard. 


A strong hand snaked between their bodies, Jimmy supporting himself with one arm while the other undid the 
button fly and pushed his pants down. He'd gone commando. He usually did. And Jimmy knew this so he didn't 
even make a comment as fabric moved away from heated flesh and a hard cock. Syn swore his body caught 
fire when he felt the drummer starting to stroke him. Fuck, fuck, fuck. Nails curled and bit down into flesh, 
gripping hard onto the drummer as he pushed his hips up, thrusting into the hand and panting a bit. This 
wasn't going to last long, and he knew it. And it felt like it had only been going on for a minute when the 


drummer moved away for a bit and he whimpered. But he felt the rummaging in the drawer. 
Oh, fuck. He hadn't bottomed in a while. "Uh, Jimmy, man--" 
A kiss silenced him. Well. Okay. He could handle it: 


He was pulled down a bit as his jeans were pulled off and tossed aside. Well, now he was just in a shirt. He 
wasn't sure why he hadn't taken it off but he didn't want to mess with it now. Hell, they'd fucked fully clothed 
before. There wasn't really anything to worry about. Nails bit into the Rev's lower back and he looked up at 
him. It could hardly be called bedroom eyes. It was closer to desperation Need. A sultry need, yes, but it was 


still a need. 


It was as though his entire body tensed up when he felt the intrusion. Just a finger. He knew The Rev well 
enough to know that wasn't his cock. But one hand gripped onto dark sheets of an unmade bed (he lived alone, 
why bother?) while the other held on to Jimmy and he nodded. Okay, maybe he wasn't as bad as he thought 


he was. Preparation was helpful, regardless. Two fingers, okay. Three fingers-that hurt, and his face betrayed 
it as he whimpered and bit his lip a bit, before nodding. He wanted it, and he was willing to go through the pain 
to get it. 


"You sure, Brian?" came Rev's voice and he cracked an eye open, looking up at him and nodding again. 


"Fuck prep. | need you, man," he managed out as he saw the drummer give a nod, shifting to apply the lube to 
himself. (Should be bitch at him to use a condom? Probably not. He was dead, after all. Or. Something. Syn 
wasn't sure he cared) He shifted a bit as Jimmy prepared himself, lifting his legs to wrap around the hips of 


the drummer, groaning a bit even just in anticipation. 


And, it hurt. Like a jolt of pain up his spine, it hurt. And now he was glad he got the prep that the Rev had 
insisted on. Though the fingers in and out (and in and out good god Rev was good with his hands) hadn't been 


much in comparison to.. well. Rev was a drummer. Drummers usually had some pretty impressive cocks. 
"Are you-" 


Unable to respond, he just nodded, grabbing onto Rev's hand, the one that rest by his had, forcing their 
fingers together as he kissed his hand. It took a while. And a lot of lube and coaxing but eventually Rev arched 
over him, fully inside of him, claiming his lips in a kiss as he began to thrust. In. Out. Oh god. He got used to it 
quick enough, body remembering what it was like as he moaned out. Again bodies were pressed together, and it 
felt good-better than he remembered it. His hips moved in rhythm with the ones that pushed into him and he 


groaned with every touch. 

Their bodies were on fire. And it felt as though it were over before it had started as his own climax spilled 
over his stomach, and not after as he clenched tight around the cock that was inside of him he felt the other 
orgasm as well. And he groaned out at the sensation of being filled like that. After so. Fucking. Long. 

Yeah, he was kinda glad they'd barebacked. 

It was just breathing. Breathing and nothing else before-- 

He awoke with a thud on the ground after rolling off his couch, glancing up to see the seven o'clock news on 
the television Groaning, he rubbed his head. "Yo, man, the fuck are we doing." came his voice before he looked 
at the couch. 


The empty couch. 


And so he sat there, in the empty apartment, frowning at an empty couch. 


